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Geronimo Stilton 
A learned and brainy 
mouse; editor of 
The Rodent’s Gazette 





Trap Stilton 

An awful joker; 
Geronimo’s cousin and 
owner of the store 
Cheap Junk for Less 


Benjamin Stilton 

A sweet and loving 
nine-year-old mouse; 
Geronimo’s favorite 
nephew 
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Bang, Bang, 
Bang . . . BANG! 


It was a BEAUTIFUL morning. The first 

rays of the fU A peeked through my curtains, 
warming the blankets on my cozy bed. I was 
tucked in the covers pulled 

up, snoring like a hibernating dormouse. 
Oops! I always forget to introduce myself: 


My name is Stilton, 


iero^umo 








Bang, Bang, ^ Bang . . . BANG! 


I’m the editor of The Rodent’s Gazette, the 
most FAMOUSE newspaper on Mouse 
Island. 

Anyway, I was ctrGcirtiTlS of biting into 
my favorite breakfast treat (a cheese-filled 
donut with VaWlfllllai frosting) when 
suddenly I heard a daifmning sound 
outside. What was that terrible noise? It 
sounded more or less like this: 

Bang, bang, bang... 

BAftia!!! 

I jumped out of bed with a SQUE4K. 
Then I threw open the window and something 
wet, mushy, and smelly hit me right in 
the snout. Splat! 

UGH! I Spat out the soggy substance, 
which had a STRANGE odor. What could 
it be? 
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Bang, Bang, ^ Bang . . . BANG! 


“Aaarrrgggh!” I squeaked. “Who’s there? 
What was that?” 

Then I heard a familiar voice: “Cousin!” 
the voice boomed. “Do you care about me 
or not?” 

-then did i undei®s-band... 

Th^-fc ... 

NO, pt®obabl^... 

NO, rt vai... 

eousin, iipap S-bilton! 

“So, did you like it?” Trap yelled loudly. 
“Wh-what was I supposed to like?” I 
in response. “I don’t understand!” 

As I was squeaking. Trap used a small 
wind-up catapult to shoot another SMELLY 
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Bang, Bang, ^ Bang . . . BANG! 


BRiOUlM OLOB at me. It landed right in my 
mouth. 

I spat it out. It tasted disgusting. 

“No!” I yelled. “I don’t like it! But what is 
it?” 

“It’s a liver-flavored, deep-fried, C||epp3R 
CHGeSe meatball!” he announced proudly. 

Then he began to interrogate me. 
“Why don’t you like it? What would you 
Is it too sweet or too salty or 
too spicy or too bland or too dense or too 
soft or too —” 

“Stop!” I yelled, cutting him off. “I just 
don’t like it, and that’s that. Ugh!” 

But Trap just pulled a NOTEBOOK out 
of his pocket and began to write FURiOOSLY. 

“‘The victim — I mean, the taster — I 
mean, the assistant said he doesn’t like it, 
and that’s that. Ugh!’” 
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Bang, Bang, ^ Bang . . . BANG! 


Then he snapped shut the notebook. 

“You know, Geronimo, this doesn’t wol^k 
for me,” he said. 

“What doesn’t work for you?” I asked, 
confused. 

“These fcdstin0 notes!” Trap squeaked. 
“You must be more ppesise , more 
complete, and go into more DETAIL. 
Otherwise, how will I improve the flaVOr of 
my dishes?” 
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Raw Egg Smoothie 
(Shells Included!) 


I watched from my window as Trap dashed 
inside the enormouse, two-story white 
camper he had parked on my front lawn. 
Suddenly, he popped up through the roof of 
the camper and JUMPED toward me, flying 
through my open window. He landed on the 
floor of my bedroom. I was flabbergasted. 

“B-but ... the camper ... the 
window . . .,” I Sljuedked, unable to complete 
a sentence. Then Trap stuffed a slice of cake 
into my snout. 

“Wild onion cake with cream 

cheese frosting,” he announced proudly. 

BieChf It loas aUJfUK it tasted like rancid 
trash! 
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Raw Egg Smoothie 


(Shells Included!) 


I spat it out, disgusted. 

“Here, Cuz!” Trap said, handing me a cup 
filled with a murky-'lCcMnQ liquid. “Wash 
it down with this!” 

Blech! It U)as dreadful! it tasted like a 
raw egg smoothie, with the shells included. 

I spat out the drink. 

“This isn’t going well, Geronimo,” Trap 
said, shaking his snout. “You must give me 


more constructive feedback, understand? '"u. ^ 






Raw Egg Smoothie 



(Shells Included!) 


Otherwise, how will I win the S«PeR CHe< 
Contest and become the recipient of the 

Great Golden Fork?” 

Then Trap reached over and TWEAKED 
my ear. OUCH! 

“What are you SQUEAKING about?” I 
asked. Then I remembered an article I had 
published a few days earlier in The Rodent's 
Gazette. “Do you mean the upcoming 
SuPeR Contest in Gourmetville, 


which determines the best cook on Mouse 


Island?” I asked Trap. 


eoUK^lEITlLITisa'^ 

small town and the capital 
of the region of Cheese and 
Honey, which is femouse 
because it produces the 
best food on Mouse Island. 



He reached over and 
tweaked my other ear. 

DOUBLE OUCH! 

“EXACTLY!” he replied. 
“And do you know who will 
win? m But there is one 
little teeny, tiny detail. . . .” 










Raw Egg Smoothie 



(Shells Included!) 


He reached over and tweaked my tail. 

TRIPLE OUCH! 

“I need a victim — I mean, a taster — I 
mean, an assistant,” Trap continued. “And 
it’s going to be Cuz!” 

“B-but I can’t, I really can’t,” I stammered. 
“I have so much work to do at the office. 
And I’m not a very good cook. Why don’t 
you ask ILSl?” 

Trap pointed his finger at me. 

“You know, you’re a really SYuK llfisk 
mouse, Geronimo,” he said, poking me in 


Owwwww! 


You’re 

really 

shellfish! 






Raw Egg Smoothie 



(Shells Included!) 


the snout. Unfortunately for me, he missed 
his TAPGtT and poked me in the eye 
instead. 

owwwwww/ I yelped with pain. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” Trap laughed, oblivious. “Did 
you get my little chef pun, Cuz? Shellfishl 
“Anyway,” Trap continued, “it’s got to be 
you. I asked Thea, but she can’t because 
she has to accompany Aunt Sweetfur to a 
crochet class. I asked CO(Bkle, but 

she can’t because she’s waiting for a delivery 
of mussels from the Sea of Mice. I asked 



cot^aY 

eoekl^ 


Fishyfor 






Raw Egg Smoothie 



(Shells Included!) 


my friend PaWS Prankster, but he can’t 
because he’s allergic to every food except 
cheese and spinach. I also asked my friend 
Fishyf CIP, but he can’t because he’s having 
a birthday party for his pet fish, Kl&dl. 

“I asked TOO-bSie from the Telltail Tavern, 
and he won’t do it because a month ago we 
had a fight (in which 1 was right, naturally!). 
I even asked my friends Sc^jQdKy Ld 
RjS and Henrietta but they 

can’t because . . . because . . . well, I can’t 
remember anymore, but they can’t, you see! 






Raw Egg Smoothie 
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(Shells Included!) 


So now I’m asking you, Geronimo. You’re 


my cousin, and we’re FAMlir, right?” 



“I care about you, Cuz, but do you care 
about me?” Trap asked. “If you do care, you 
would be my aSSiS-b^n-b. If not, admit that 
I don’t matter to you a whisker and that all 
you care about is your WORK.” 

Then he began to sob. 

“I’m broke, G!” he squeaked. “I spent a 
fortune on this Sllp6rC3nip6r, which is fitted 
with a top-of-the-line, professional kitchen!” 

“But, Trap, who 


He snorte<i. 
“Well, no one. 


made you buy an 

ENORMOUSE 

supercamper?” 


I asked. 






Raw Egg Smoothie 



(Shells Included!) 


exactly, but.. . well, do you Care about me 
or not?” 

I sighed. It’s true that I have a httOfl 
that’s as soft as Brie cheese. I’d be willing 
to do almost anything for anymouse who 
asks for my help, even if that mouse is my 
IRRITATIMG cousin. I cleared my throat. 

“Trap, if this is really that important to 
you, well, maybe I should ... I would . . . 
well. I’ll be your assistant,” I agreed. 

He jumped up and down withJOy. Then 
he pulled me on board his supercamper, 
which was indeed fitted for a professional 
chef. I looked around in ShOCiC. There 
was every tool imaginable, from A to Z: 
from apple tozestea^s! 

There were the most modern appliances, a 
library of recipes from the most famouse 
chefs, and many, many other things! 
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Welcome to 
Gourmetville! 


Trap hopped in the driver’s seat and drove 
off in a flash, tires Scjue^lin^. And then he 
began to sing: 

“The amazing ji^ap £:tliton is on his way, 

TO COOK the best dishes of the davf 
He’ll Slice them and dice them, 

He’ll fry them and ice them, 

And when he wins, we’ii shout ‘hoorayf”’ 

Trap wouldn’t stop chattering as we drove. 

“Don’t worry, Cousin,” he bragged, “this 
contest will be a walk in the park! The 
Great Golden Fork is already mine! And 
do you know why? Because I’m the best! 

I’m prepared! I studied all the rules of j 
the contest. Listen . . .” -_ 
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OTffiCHEFCOKTBT* 

-the contest takes p'ace every 

contest v,nfcte to enter 

Every rodent on t^seven days. The 

on the seventh day. 

The vunner '^"^«taln unt« the foWov-ing 
^,3r e Hm or her as tToose tetervd s 

S^^^nCeV.mythehe^^ 












Welcome to 


Gourmetville! 



I listened to him carefully. M^ldy 

iii§33€irellei! The S^PcR CHe< Contest 

lasted for /EVEN days. An entire week! 
Yikes! Poor me! This meant that I would be 
required to assist my cousin for /EVEN 
whole days... which meant that I would have 
to taste yucky mush nonstop for /EVEN 
whole days. I became IlSlllSCSltcd just 
thinking about it! Between that and the 
ride in the supercamper, I was 
beginning to worry I might toss «»i‘) 
Luckily, a moment later, I saw a 
sign that read: 
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MAP OF MOUSE ISLAND 
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Welcome to 


Gourmetville! 



We had arrived in Gourmetville, the capital 
of Mouse Island’s Cheese 9nd ftoney region, 
which is famouse for producing the BEST 
food on the island. The cheeses in this city 
are the most delicious, the fruit is the t8Stiert, 
and the recipes are the most interesting. 

I looked around: Many of Gourmetville’s 
antique buildings were decorated with 
elaborate plaster like birthday 

cakes. The streets had ^cuLihjnet. names: 
Frittata Alley, Cheesecake Lane, Sweet & 
Salty Street, Lasagna Way ... the list went 
on and on! Street signs pointed the way to 
the 0-^ </cuiiiyL and the 

And there were so many places to 
All around me there were restaurants, cafes, 
pizzerias, grocery stores, delis, ice cream 
shops, bakeries, butchers, and candy stores. 
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Welcome to 


Gourmetville! 



On the main street, I spotted the offices of 
the local newspaper, The Gourmand Press. 
The editors only publish recipes, results 
of cooking competitions, and ReSt3uR8Ht 
reviews! The streets were eleggad with 
tourists, journalists, and chefs who had 
come to Gourmetville to attend the event of 
the year. 

Trap turned down a NARROW street 
that led to a small Bfifllll in the area that 
surrounded the city. The supercamper 
climbed up the hill toward a castle perched 








Welcome to 


Gourmetville! 



on the S^EEP AOCKS overlooking 
Gourmetville. 

It was Count von Cheddar’s castle! There 
was a huge banner hanging over the front 
door: 



The line of chefs waiting to enter the 
castle snored out the door and around the 
building not once, but “[■W®(0! 










Fried Snail Pie 
With Oyster Sauce 


We got out of the caimpeir, and Trap 
pulled out his mysterious, locked, red metal 
trunk. A sign on the trunk read: PaWS offl 

I wondered what was inside. Hmm! But 
there wasn’t time to ask him about it because 
he was already jostling to get into line. 

While we waited in line, I raised my 
toward the castle and shivered. Dim lights 
shone from the highest windows, giving 







the castle a very SPOOKY 
air! I remembered some 
local legends I had heard — 
it’s said that the QDOQSTP of 
Count von Cheddar still prowls 
the castle at WICHT, complaining about 
his indigestion. 

But 1 didn’t have time to think about it 
because there were LOTS of journalists 
hanging around the castle, and suddenly 

one pecogntzed me. 


“Aren’t you Geronimo Stilton?” he asked. 
“Editor of The Rodent's Gazette? Are you 











lOi 






























With Oyster Sauce 


Fried Snail Pie 


publishing a special report on the contest?” 

“Yes, I’m Geronimo Stilton,” I admitted. 
But before I could explain that I wasn’t there 
as a reporter. Trap plugged my mouth with 
a piece of fried snail pie with oyster sauce. 

“Don’t get distracted!” Trap hissed as he 
my ear. “So, how would you 
rate this recipe, on a scale from one to ten?” 

OUCH! And blech \ The pie was disgusting. 

“It’s horrendous!” I squeaked. “I’d give it a 
three and a half, and that’s being ^GJlGrOllS!” 









With Oyster Sauce 


Fried Snail Pie 


But instead of being dlSCOfirS^Sd, Trap just 
continued to shove dishes into my mouth: 
First course; a dark chocolate a 
dumpling stuffed with pickles 
and dipped in strawberry sauce. 

Second course: a goat cheese 
tart with a spicy orange glaze. 

Third course; Beans and rice 
with chopped cherries and 
mayonnaise. 

Trap pinched my other G9R. 

“So?” he asked. “On a scale of one 
to ten, what do you think? EIGHT? j / 
NINE? Or maybe TEN?” ^ (3: 

I d give you a negative 
one!” I squeaked, gagging. 

“All of those dishes were just 

awful!” 

Trap leaned over and tweaked my tStl. 
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With Oyster Sauce 


Fried Snail Pie 



“All right, Cuz!” he said, undeterred. “That 
means I’ll I’ll make you taste many, 

many more dishes until they are perfect. Okay?” 

I groaned. I felt sick to my stomach 
just thinking about tasting many, many more 
dishes! I considered ducking out of the line 
and trying to ^SC€ZpC, but I suddenly 
realized that we were already in the castle 
and at the front of the line. A bored-looking 
orriciAL was questioning Trap. 

“First name?” the official asked, stifling 
a yQwn. “Last name? Address? Cooking 
experience?” 

Naturally, Trap began to brag about 
himself: “I am Trap Stilton, the b«St cook 
on Mouse Island. I’m a real expert. I mean, I 
UWOtPSTftWO food, you know? I’m the 
next winner of the Cuef CoHteSt, 

just wait and see!” 
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Fried Snail Pie 


With Oyster Sauce 


The official snorted. 

“That’s what they all say,” he 
“If you really are the best, we’ll all know 
soon enough. In the meantime, .4/gp/L here.” 

He handed a sheet of paper to Trap, then 
assigned him a nametag in the form of a chefs 

hat that said: Contestant Chef Number 117. 

The official interviewed me next. Then 
he pinned a nametag on my chest that read: 

Contestant Chef Number 117’s Assistant. Trap 

grabbed a marker and crossed out tolStSOt 
and wrote Victim. Then he changed his mind 
and crossed it out again, writing Xeister 
instead. 

A moment later, a mouse 
with a megaphone made an 
announcement: 

“Ahem!” he cleared 
his throat. “ArrENTION, 























With Oyster Sauce 


Fried Snail Pie 



contestants! Tonight you and your assistants 
will sleep in the rooms you have been 
assigned. The contest will begin tomorrow at 
nine a.m. sharp, in the castle’s kitchen.” 

With a sigh, I followed Trap down a dark, 
diSmOl corridor toward the room we were 
assigned to share. Torches on the walls cast 

SUPER-SPOOKY shadows. 

I shuddered with fright. Who knew if 
the QDOQBtP of Count von Cheddar would 










cb*- 




With Oyster Sauce 


Fried Snail Pie 



appear that night? Yfkes! 

I noted that Trap also seemed to be in a 
hurry to get to our room. HOlU StiPdll^G! 
He ran through the corridor, dragging the 
large red metal trunk behind him. HOW 
VERY STRAHOE/ Come to think of it, 

I was surprised he hadn’t made drag 
his trunk for him. MdW NiEf^V 

STf^ANGEl 
















Cobwebs, Vintage 
Cheddar, and 
Ancient Stains! 


There were two canopy beds in our room. 
Each bed had red curtains and a goM 
chef’s hat on top. They were also covered in 
authentic;Vintage: cdbWebs. Dusty cooking 
trophies lined the mantel, and an enormouse 
oil painting of Count Ludwig von Cheddar 
hung on the wall. The painting smelled like 
riutbeJit^'c vmtaqe mummifiexl chexldrir. And 
the bedspreads, curtains, tablecloths, and 
canopies were all stained with food: They 
were authentic vintage stains! 

I looked around the room, feeling flflXlOU5. 
What if this had been Count von Cheddar’s 
bedroom? My whiskers treinbied as I 
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Cobwebs and I# Ancient Stains! 



thought about the possibility of bumping 
into his QIjD©©!^ in the middle of the night. 

Trap, on the other hand, didn’t even seem 
to notice his surroundings. Instead, he 
rushed into the room, opened a screen in 
front of his bed, and pulled the red metal 
trunk behind it. HoiU strange! 

A second later, something SHOT OUT 
from behind the screen. I bent down to find 
that it was an electric plug. HOW 

VERY STRAHOE/ 


























Cobwebs and I# Ancient Stains! 



I stepped closer to the BCraSH to give 
the plug back to Trap. Behind the screen, I 
saw my cousin reading an instructionVlKH^M. 
I made out the letters FRE before Trap 
quickly moved the screen so 1 couldn’t see 
anything else. Ver^, Ver^ strawgef 
“Oops, sorry!” 1 apologized. “I didn’t 
mean to pry.” 

“Well, don’t pGGlc anymore!” Trap 
squeaked in reply. “I’m not sharing my 
cooking SeClPe-bS with anyone, 
not even YOU, Cuz!” 


Oop^’ 


ssss 













Cobwebs and I# Ancient Stains! 


Then I heard a CLICK, and I immediately 
began to hear a strange sound that 

continued all night long. A few minutes later 
Trap began to SflOfC loudly. Ztttttt ^ , 
Between the sound from behind 

the screen and Trap’s snoring. I didn’t close 


















Cobwebs and I# Ancient Stains! 


my eyes all long. 

The next morning, a loud QollGi startled 
me. It was the signal for all of the chefs and 
their assistants to report to the kitchen. I 
dragged myself out of bed and headed 
straight for the IIRIfe©R to comb my fur. 

“AHHHHH! I squeaked, gasping with 
FRIGHT It was the ghost of Count von 

Cheddar! Trap sat up in his bed and laughed. 

“Ha, ha, ha!” he OIGOUD. “Scared of 
your own reflection?” 

It was true: It wasn’t a ghost in the mirror — 

it was me! I had such DaPK Circles under 

my eyes that I hadn’t recognized myself. I 
sighed. It was going to be a LOOOONG week. 
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Geronimo Stilton 
Stinks! 


All of the CliefS came out of their rooms 
at the same time. Trap was the only one 
accompanied by a victim — or rather, a 
taster — I mean, an assistant. Which is to 
say, Mt! We all headed to the kitchen, 
which was a cavernous room, decorated 
with a collection of antique copper pots. 

A contest official stepped forward, took 
an enormouse ladle, and banged it on an 
enormouse copper pot. DlliMNNfiS! 

“The SwPeR Ciie< Contest has begun!” 
he cried. 

Every chef began to cook HTHTlBjiStBly. But 
Trap pulled out a screen from his trunk and 
put it in front of his stove. 
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Geronimo Stilton 


Stinks! 


“You!” he ordered me. “VICTIM — I mean, 
FASTER - I mean, dSSiStdllt! Stand in 

front of this screen and make sure no one 
spies on me, got it? My recipes are TOP 
SECRET, understand?” 

Then he pulled the red metal suitcase 
behind the SCPBBn, where it was out of sight. 
The other chefs began to grumbia. 
“It’s not fair!” 

“Contestant Chef One-seventeen is cheating!” 
















Geronimo Stilton 


Stinks! 


An official appeared at our station, 
followed by a mouse pushing a cart with 
a giant book on top. The book was called 

“All right, all right,” he called out, silencing 
the contestants. “Let’s take a look.” 

He pored over the rules silently for a 
10 O O n 9 time. Then he closed the book 
with a decisive BANG! 

“There is no rule that PROHIBITS a 













Geronimo Stilton 



Stinks! 


contestant from putting a screen in front of 
his or her cooking station!” he declared. 

Trap peeked out from behind the screen 
and S-fcuek hi^ -tongue ou-t at everyone. 

I turned bright from the tip of my 

tail to the ends of my whiskers. Why, oh why 
did my cousin have to be so 6ml)3rr3SSin3? 

“Ahem, excuse us,” I told the other 
contestants sheepishly. “My cousin is, er, 
very HSfVOUS because of the tension of 
the competition.” 

The other chefs didn’t buy it. They began 





to throw cabbage 
^ heads and ROTTEN 

EGGS at me. 




To save myself, I 
^ hid inside a g3rh3g8 
f can. I reemerged at 
the end of the day’s 









Geronimo Stilton 


Stinks! 


competition. Unfortunately for me, I was 
greeted by the 119511111^ cameras of all of the 
photographers covering the competition. 
And by then, I SMELLED like a sewer in the 
/idt, sticky month of August. I imagined the 
headlines of the newspapers the next day: 

“beronimo Stilton Stinks?" 

“Don’t worry!” Trap said. “I’ll take care 
of it!” 

Trap pizlleci me behind the screen. 

HeSttOIIW me into a large pot. 

HeboSed me down with a bottle of water. 

He ci']Pi6c[ me off with a dishrag. 

He combed my fur with a fork. 

Finally, he gr03S8d my whiskers with olive 
oil, then he dressed me as a waiter and 
pushed me out from behind the screen. 

“Now, go serve my DiSH^S with class, 
understand?” he squeaked. “We must win!” 
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WHEN TRAP IS ABOUND, 
IT’S NEVER GOOD FOB ME! 




© WHEN I C4A1E OUT, I 

UKf. A SEWER fMT, 
AM) THE PHOTOGRAPHERS 
^ TOO*^ A TON OP 


r Areyo« 

^ GeronijT»o 


Stilton 


Ouchl 

HoW aw^ui. 


\ O WHEN TRAP mCKtV THE OTHER 
V COOICS, THEY ALL THREW ROTTEN 
E66S AT ME, NOT HIm! 


0 1 didn't know what to do, 

SO TO SAYE MYSELP, I HID IN 
THE TRASH CAN! ttOW STINKY! 

























Q To CLBAN ME UP, Tfl4P 

stwuED ME l^^^o a pot 

ANV SHOWERED ME WITH 
BOTTLED WATBR. 

A 

/ 


@ Fin/mxy he dressed me 

LliCB A W/»ITER AND TOLD 
ME TO SERVE HIS DISHES 
WITH class! 


^hat are^ 


doing 


THEN HE DRIED ME WITH A 


DISHR(4^ AND COMBED MY ^ 
WHISICERS WITH A FORt^. 












Yum Yum Yum 
Yum Yum! 


VoUa- 


For the first time, I got a glimpse of the 
dishes my cousin had cooked. They looked 
dBliciOUS, and they^WlUffl divine! I licked my 
whiskers. 

So Trap did know how to cook! Why had 
he made me taste all of those 

dishes, then? Iw strange! 

But I couldn’t stop 
to think about it 
because my cousin 
■bvre^kecf my tail 
and began shrieking in 
my ear. 

“Come on, Geronimo, 
hurry up!” he squeaked. 
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Yum Yum Yum 


Yum Yum! 


“The judges are waiting! Don’t make me 
look BAD, I beg you. And above all, try to 
look like a waiter!” 

Try to look like a waiter? What did that 
mean? I shrugged and placed a napkin on 
my left arm, trying my best. Then I stepped 
forward unsteadily, my shiny, olive oil- 
coated whiskers nervously. HOW 

stressful! 

I tried to balance all of the plates at the 
same time without stumbling and without 
spilling anything. Creamy cheddar, it 
was T?Q(1DQI]0! 1 served the judges Trap’s 
food and stood there silently while they 

crunched and munched. 

The first judge was the famous Saucy 
the biggest pasta expert on 

Mouse Island. 

The second judge was CORDON RATSCY, 
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S^ucr £€ "Paws 


Yum Yum Yum 


Yum Yum! 


the most famouse celebrity chef on Mouse 
Island. He was known for being very, 
very hard to please. Every time he tasted 
something, he said, “UGH* Not bad, but 
it needed a little more salt,” or UGH! 
Not bad, but it needed less butter . . .” 


He’s a pro with pasta, 
whether it’s lasagna, tagliolini, 
ravioli, or spaghetti! 



An award-winning chef 
who is very intimidating. 
Everyone is afraid of him 
because he’s very critical and 
he doesn’t like anything! 









Yum Yum Yum 


Yum Yum! 


The third judge was author 

of the celebrated cookbook The Delight of 
Cooking with Cheese. She was famouse for 
being a tremendous chatterbox! 

The fourth judge was RsdGIltd Mcffld, 
a very serious food critic with a waxed 

She wrote a famouse cookbook He’s a very famouse food critic \ 

called The Delight of Cooking with with a tiny waxed mustache and 











Yum Yum Yum 


Yum Yum! 


mustache. He always wore very 
tails and a top hat. 

The four judges tasted all of the contestants’ 
dishes in SilcilCC. After each tasting, each 
judge raised a scorecard with a number on it 
from 1 to 10 . But none of the contestants 
earned a score above a Gl 

Holey cheese! These judges were very 
TOUGH! When it was finally Trap’s turn. 
Saucy tasted the dishes quietly before he 
announced his score: 

"Very tasty: /V\y vote is eight!" 

Gordon Ratsey grumbled, Not 


bad, but It needed a little more salt. 
g:tlii, my vote Is eight!” 

Julia Mouselet consulted her famouse 
cookbook and shrieked with delight. 

“This chef has executed to j3(2n^(2X!tuan 
the recipe on page thirty-three of my book,” 
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Yum Yum Yum 



Yum Yum! 


she said proudly. “My v(?+e if eight' And 
he has nice whiskers, too. They remind me 
of my cousin’s uncle’s nephew Fred’s. ...” 

She would have gone on talking for at 
least an hour, but Rodento McEgo leaned 
over and plugged her mouth with a piece 
of bread. 

“My vo*te is eijK'tf” he announced. 

The host of the contest stepped up to the 
microphone. 


is Contestant Chef One- 
seventeen: Trap Stilton 
of New Mouse City!” he 
said. “Congratulations!” 

“Yes!” Trap cried out. 
“I’m the best!” 


“The winner of the firs1 
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Paws Off, Miss! 



As soon as Trap stopped rejoicing, Julia 
Mouselet approached the SCPCCn. Her 
glasses were studded with 
and she had a high-pitched, dramatic squeak. 

“Now that you’ve won. Contestant Chef 
One-seventeen, what’s in that TRUNK 
you have hidden behind this screen?” 

She tried to push the screen aside with her 
paw, but Trap was too quick. He 

her paw with a rolling pin. 

“Not so fast!” 
he yelled. “Paws 
off, miss! Every 
cook has his 
SKCI^KTS, 


PaWS 
















Paws Off, 


V 


Miss! 


and I have a few of my own. ...” 

Trap quickly closed and the 

trunk. Then he put the on a string 

and hung it around his neck so that no 
mouse could open the trunk unexpectedly. 

I was about to ask for an explanation • 
when he began me toward 

the kitchen. 

“Don’t try to be sly, Cousin,” he said 
shrewdly. “I did all the cooking, so 
you was/i t/ie Ais/ies!” 

I stared at the stack of dishes — 

it was a mile high! 




I cooked.so 

you was"- 










Paws Off, 


V Miss! 


The dishes were also fReaSy and smelled 
worse than the sewer s of New Mouse City. 
What a TC’RRXBiLC’ job! And while it’s true 
that Trap had done the cooking, I hadn’t 
even gotten to enjoy the 4^00D! 

By the time I had finished washing 
everything, it was late afternoon. There 
weren’t any more challenges scheduled for 
the day, so I thought I’d relax a bit. I was 
just about to take a cheddar-scented bubble 
bath when Trap grabbed me by the ear and 
dragged me to his 6QljiIl[p0[? parked outside. 

Once there, he insisted I taste one 
disgusting dish after another. Trap said 
he was preparing for the next day. 

Poop ClQqB 

While I swallowed each 3Wf(jl mouthful, I 
wondered how Trap had cooked such delicious 
dishes during the contest but everything he 
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Paws Off, 


V Miss! 


had made me taste was so terrible. Then I 
realized it was probably just another one 
of his V)p/\CTTC/\L OOKt^! Trap loves 
playing silly IlltlO jokes on me. 

When he finally let me go, I had such a 
STIBMSEInISEInlli! I had to swallow a 
antacid to help me digest 
everything. Then I climbed into bed 
and tried to get some rest. 

I tossed and turned 

for hours before I finally 
fell asleep. In my dreams. 






Paws Off, 


V Miss! 


a portrait of Count Ludwig von Cheddar 
on the castle wall came to £^e! The count 
did nothing but wail and about 

having a terrible ST®M!flEllil®EI]II[?. In the 
morning, I woke from my nightmare covered 
in sweat, I barely slept a wink! 

onJil 
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Seven Chefs 
Remain! 


For the rest of the •WEEK., the large 
kitchen in the castle was the site of one 
CdlPnpGti'tiClII after another. 

On M on cl cl y the chefs had cooked 
appetizers. 

On TuGscIciy they made first courses. 

On Wuclnusclciy roasts were on the menu. 
On Thursclciy it was fish dishes. 


Yay’. On Friclciy they made cheese. 






Seven Chefs 


Remain! 


Each round, another chef was ELIMINArED. 
By Saturday evening, all of the defeated 
chefs had left the competition with their 
tails between their legs. 

Oiil,v iieveii ehels remained. 

The seven best ehei’s on Mouse Island. 

But at the end, oiil.y one would win. 

That mouse would receive 
the Great Golden Fork. 


He or she would be 
Super Chef of the Year! 


Grrr 


\ don’ 


t beUeveitt 








THE FINAL 
SEVEN CHEFS 



9. RENEE BRULEE 
CALLED “TttE 
Sophisticated Chef/' 

SHE IS AN E)<PERT IN 

French haute cuisine. 
















BUINE 

‘ Nicmn 

ttlS HlCKHAm 
IS “THE Star" 
BECAUSE 
HE ALWAYS 
BRA^S ABOUT 
HIS PISHES. He says he doesn't 
SPECIALIZE IN ANYTHING BECAUSE 

he's the best at everything! 


STELLA 
SEAVVttlS^^ERS 
Her NIC*iNA/viE 
IS "THE 

Eisher/viouse" 

BECAUSE SHE IS 
GREAT AT FISH 
DISHES. 


1. TRAP Stilton 

THE JOURNALISTS HAVE 
NIC*iNA/v|ED HI/VI "THE 

/viYSTERY Chef" because 

OF HIS NOW-FA/VIOUSE 
SCREEN. Ho OHt i^NOWS YET 
WHAT HIS SPECIALTIES ARE! 
ttlS ASSISTANT AND TASTER 
IS 6ERONI/HO Stilton. 


Charlie Custard 
Bis nickna/vie is 
"THE Egg kViZARD" 
BECAUSE HE 
SPECIALIZES IN 

egg pishes. 
















Seven Chefs 


Remain! 


The winning chef would get to appear on 
the hit television show IfllouAeCke^! And 
the winning chef would become famouse all 
over Mouse Island. 

As we watched contestants 

head home, Trap chuckled under his breath. 
“See you later!” he said. 

I, on the other paw, felt SORRY for 
the chefs who had to leave. They had been 
up against tOUgh competition, and I 
didn’t like to see them go. 

On Saturday MfigHfitt, the 
remaining chefs went to their 
rooms early. 

Some reviewed recipes, 
some ihillftd their pots 
and pans, and some went 
to bed 63rly so they 
would be fff’esh and 









Seven Chefs 


Remain! 


rested for the next day. 

Sunday would be the day of the FINAL 
round in the SuPeR CoNteSt. Every 
contestant would have to show the judges 
his or her finest work. It wouldn’t be easy 

to win the Great Golden Fork! 

All of the chefs were very nervous 
that night. I offered to make everyone 
Gh<ai[>iOYvii[e tea. I’m a modest mouse, 
but I must admit that I make a 
delicieifs and relaxing cup of 
tea! Still, the only chef who seemed 
calm that night was my cousin 
Trap. He hummed and whistled 
happily while everyone else cheersL 
with nerves! 

“Tra-la-la!” sang Trap. 

“The winner is here!” 

HoW strange! why 









Seven Chefs 


Remain! 


was Trap so sure of himself when the other 
chefs were all so 

When I offered my cousin a nice cup of 
chamomile tea, he brushed me aside. 

“You drink it, Cuz!” he squeaked. “I don’t 
need to. I’m already SOOOOOOO 
relaxed, because I’m sure I’ll WIN! 

Then he dragged his mega-trunk on wheels 
behind his screen. A moment later, I heard 
again a familiar bussing sound. And 
then Trap began to snore, as usual. 

Zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzi 

The chamomile tea I had made should 
have made me very Sleepy, but I was wide 
awaire. Even though I wasn’t competing, I 
was just as anxious as the other chefs about 
the next day’s contest! 

I was sitting up in bed reading to pass the 
time until I was tired enough to sleep when 
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Seven Chefs 


Remain! 



a TERRIBLE storm struck the countryside 
outside my window. The summer sky lit up 
with flashes of lightning as thunder shook 
the entire CEZSfl^! 

A moment later, all the Ughts went out. 

































For the Love of 
Cheese... 


I was finally able to F/\LL many 

hours later when the thunder and lightning 
had stopped and the silence returned. 

1 woke up the next morning when my 
cousin’s cell phone fEDg. It was my aunt 
Sweetfur calling. She has the loudest 
squeak ever, so I could hear the entire 
conversation clearly. 

“So, dear, how was the you 

cthe had for your friends?” she asked 
Trap. “Did they [il<€ the dishes I 
prepared? Was the GOf^Ofl/Olfl 
souffle good? And how about 
the three-cheese lasagna?” 
Souffle? Lasagna? Huh? 


souffle good. 






OF Cheese... 


For the Love 


What was going on? 

“And tell me how the IPCDBildllllie with 
croutons turned out,” Aunt Sweetfur 
continued. “Was it melted enough? And was 
the eggplant Parmesan COOKED enough? 
And how was the TlCott^ pi€? And the 
roast? And the cheesecake? And everything 
else?” 

For the love of cheese, I couldn’t believe 
my ears! Those were the AiSh^S Trap had 
cooked during the competition’ 

“Thanks again, l\[int Sw66tf(jr 
Trap replied into the phone. 

“Everything was delicious! 

My friends devoured it all! 

You’re the BEST cook in 
New Mouse City. Bye!” 

What a scamf it 

sounded like Trap had chefifted. ! 



Thanks againt U 

wasdeUcioust 
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OF Cheese... 


For the Love 





Done’. 



V'®®' 

we®‘ 


But how had he done it? 

Aunt Sweetfur had cooked 
all the dishes, but how had Trap 
kept them fPCSfi? Hmmm ... of 
course! He had put them in his 
special trunk, which was really 
a f That’s 

why Trap had always hidden 
behind the SCr66n — he didn’t 
want anyone to see him pulling 
out the frozen dishes Aunt 
Sweetfur had prepared for 
him! 

The plug I had seen 
on the night we 
arrived was for 
the 

And the strange 
buzzing noise . . . 






OF Cheese... 




For the Love 


yup, it had been 

So that’s why 
everything my 
cousin cooked tasted 
horrible but he still won all of 
the competitions. During the 
contests, he DEFROSTED Aunt Sweetfur’s 
delicious dishes, while his practice dishes 
were what he had really made (and they 
were truly disSUStinQ, believe me!). 

By now, it was very clear to me: My cousin 
Trap had mmi 

I leaped out of 
bed and pushed 
Trap’s /CREEN 
aside. 

“I can’t believe 

it. Trap!” I 






















OF Cheese... 


For the Love 



squeaked. “You cheated! You tricked everyone. 
Shame on you! It’s time for you to confess!” 
Trap didn’t look ashamed at all, though. 
“But don’t you think I’m a GENIUS, 
Cousin?” Trap replied. “I should win the 
contest just for my cleverness.” 

I shook my head in disbelief. But before I 
could say anything, he threw open the freezer. 

“This is the secret to how I’ll win the title 
S«PeR e>< tHe yeaR! ” he exclaimed. 
“Look at this beautiful food! Smell the 

amaztng aroma!” 

I looked, but the only thing I saw in the 
freezer was an ooziNc; glob of green 
slime! And I smelled it, too: Pee'-ybbt 
What a stench! 

It smelled like rotten eggs, moldy socks, 
and Gorgonzola with worms — COmbinCd! 

elech! 
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OF Cheese... 


For the Love 



The thunderstorm the previous night had 
caused the castle to lose electrical power, 
and the f had been shut off, too! 

That meant all of the food had gone bad . . . 
and now it was covered in a Swahltt of 
flies! 

a 

O’ 

e> 



a ^ 






Ouch! I Dislocated 
My Knee! 



Trap gasped in horror. 

“Noooo!” he squeaked as his snout turned 
pale “What a disaster! This is a complete 
cat-astrophe! It’s a TRAGEDY!” 

He dove toward the fridge in an 
attempt to save some of the food, 
but he slipped in the oozing g/«667t 
slime. 0 

Then he did a flip with a twist. 


Help 





Ouch! I Dislocated 


My Knee! 



shouted “Help!”, and crash-landed on the 
ground, bashing his knee! BANG* 0 
A second later, he started to yell and 
squeak in pain: “Ouch! Ouchie! Ow, ow, 
ow! I think I ftiSLoCATtD my kneecap. 
I broke my knee! I sprained my paw! I’m in 
big trouble!” Q 
And then he fainted. Q 
I quickly REViVET) him and then hurried 
to the door of the room, where I called 
for help. It turned out there was a 
DOCTOR staying at the castle. 


0 






Ouch! I Dislocated 


My Knee! 




The doctor took one look at Trap and 
confirmed that my cousin really had 
his kneecap, BROKEN 
his other knee, and SprsiTIScJ his paw! 

I called an ambulance, and Trap had to 
be taken out of the castle on a 

stretcher. 

As he left, some of the other 
chefs kindly wished him 
a quick recovery, but others 
gnnn^tJf, rubbing their 
paws together. 








Ouch! I Dislocated 


My Knee! 



“Excellent! Very good! ” one chef muttered. 

“That’s one less chef to defeat!” another 
mumbled. 

“This will make it easier to Will!” a third 
chef added. 

Julia Mouselet approached the stretcher. 

“Are you WiTflDr^AWiNa from the 
competition, Trap?” she asked. 

Trap almost leaped off the stretcher 

“No!” he squeaked. “I will not withdraw! 
I nominate ^ero^ilmo as my replacement!” 

But many of the chefs PE0T1STIIP: 













Ouch! I Dislocated 


My Knee! 



“Oh no! That’s not fair! Trap is the chef 
who entered the contest! If he goes, he is 

disqualified!” 

A contest official frantically consulted the 
contest’s large PU16 bcok. 

“Ladies and gentlemice, the rules are 
very clear,” he explained. “Article Seven- 
thirty-seven says: If a contestant is forced to 
drop out of the contest for any reason, he or 
she can nominate his or her assistant as a 
replacement chef.” 

“5Vo, no, no/” I squeaked. “I couldn’t 
possibly accept.” 

I had had enough of tasting and cooking 
and scrubbing pots and pans, and above all 
else, of my cousin’s CHtATTWG! 

“So you’re ABAIMDONIIVIO me in my 
moment of need?” Trap accused me from 
his stretcher. “Here I am with a dislocated 
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Ouch! I Dislocated 


My Knee! 



knee, and you’re thinking only of jjoursclf. 
I didn’t think you were so selfish, Cousin!” 

“But I’ve been helping you all week!” 
I protested. “I was your uldtu^, your 
taster, your assistant, and even your 
DISHWASHER! Now I would like to go 
home. I have so much WCDl/®lte to do at 
the office, and ...” 

I trailed off. Trap was blowing his nose 
on my TIE, sobbing like a tiny mouselet. 


What? 
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Ouch! I Dislocated 


My Knee! 



Everyone around us was watching and 
shaking their heads. 

“What a heartless rodent!” someone 
muttered. 

“How could he abandon a relative like 
that?” 

At that point, 1 0ave in. 

“Oh, all right!” I agreed. “I will compete in 
your place. Trap! But no more sfcOQ'&BDQgJ! 
I’ll compete Do you understand?” 

He put his chefs hat on my head. 

“Take this,” he squeaked, “and compete 
as you wish. Just whatever you do, WIN! 

I want the Great Golden Fork, work 

hard, and don’t make me look bad!” 

Moldy mozzarella! How stressful. Would 
I be able to do it? 
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Something 
Special — 
No, Amazing! 


The first thing I had to do was decide on the 
menu. What could I prepare for the final 
contest that night? It had to be something 
5?MpLi0 butcf^liCiOUS, traditional but 
original, filling but light. In other words, it 
had to be something special — no, something 

AMAZING! 




Something Special 


— No, Amazing! 



But lillLlilS, nothing came to mind. I’m 
not bad in the kitchen, but I’m not great, 
either. I like to cook modest diShOS to 
share with friends, but nothing more. In 
other words. I’m a NORMAL cook. I’m 
nothing exceptional, and I am definitely not 
a §upeR CHe^! How could I possibly win 
the contest? 

Then suddenly, I had an idt^l I would 
make something simple, light, and above all, 
GEMLTiME. It would be something I 
could prepare by myself without asking for 
help from anyone. I wanted to win, but I 
wanted to do it the right way — on my own! 

I decided to cook my favorite two dishes: 
my Alousetastic Zucchini Pizza and 

my F^bumouse F^ui*t Sdlad with Cv’Cam. 

I took off my chef’s uniform, grabbed my 
shopping bag, and set out toward the town 
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Something Special 


— No, Amazing! 


of Gour'nn€tVill€, where I remembered 
seeing tons of iNGf^EDiBLE grocery 
stores. I was sure I would find all of the 
ingredients I needed to prepare my dishes. 

But when I arrived in town, I was 
astonished. The town was Pf P. All 

of the stores were CLO/CD — every last 
one! 

What a disaster! 

Now where would I find the ingredients I 
needed? I headed back toward the CASTLE, 
feeling very discouraged. 

I wanted to win for my cousin and for 

myself, but it was impossible now. 

What was I going to do? 

Then suddenly, I looked up and realized 
there was a farm in front of me. I had 
passed by it on my way to Gourmetville, but 
in my rush, I hadn’t noticed it. 
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Something Special 


— No, Amazing! 





A friendly-looking mouse with B*Q)§y 
cheeks stood near the gate. She was wearing 
an apron with flowers on it and a large 
straw hat. 

She smiled at me. 

NOW, 

Whatadisas'^ 




















Something Special 


— No, Amazing! 



“You look like a mouse with a PRobLeM,” 
she said kindly. “Is it a BIG problem or a 
little one?” 

“Oh!” I squeaked, surprised. “Good day, 
ma’am! It’s true — I have a problem, and 
it’s an CNORMOU/E one! You see, I am 




















Something Special 



— No, Amazing! 


competing in the S«PeR CHe^ CoHteSt, 

but all the stores in Gourmetville are closed 
and I can’t get the ingvcdienls for 
my dishes!” 

“Of course the stores are CLOSED! 
she replied with a laugh. “It’s the final 

day of the SuReR Contest in 

Gourmetville, that’s a city holiday. Everyone 
takes the day off. But maybe I can HELP.” 

Then she pinched my fur affectionately. 
Wow, did it Isilllirlt! 













Something Special 


— No, Amazing! 



“Thank you kindly, ma’am,” I replied, 
rubbing my cheek. “But I don’t know how 
you could help me.” 

“We’ll see about that! ” she squeaked. Then 
she reached out and grabbed my Shopping 
list. “Give me the list! I’ll figure out how to 
help you WIH the contest!” 














Operation 
Mousetastic Pizza 


Aunt Mousie grasped me by the pQW and 
pulled me onto the farm. 

“Come on,” she squeaked. “We have work 
to do!” 

First she brought me to the vecetaBLe 
GaroeN. Then she grabbed a wicker 





PlilSKIlT and began filling it 
with delicious-looking produce. 

She dashed back and forth 
from one end of the farm to 
another, putting more and more 
into the basket. There were ripe 




cherry tomatoes, 

bunches of fragrant fresh ODdlsSlI, three 
beautiful PtPPtRS, two small /U((llifli5, 
and some seasonal FRESH FRUIT she picked 
straight from the tree! 









WAmmi 










0R8AMC ROODS are grown 
without the use of chemical 
pesticides and fertilizers, which 
can both be harmful to the 
environment Organic farmers 
may use natural fertilizers such 
as compost or animal manure 
to nourish their crops. Some 
organic farmers use pesticides 
made from natural plant or animal 
ftotjrfieft tn l<i^o oefif-ci 

























Operation 



Mousetastic Pizza 


Next, Aunt Mousie brought me to the 
born. She introduced me to her favorite 
cow, Margherita. Then Aunt Mousie told me 
to fill a pail with Bite — directly from 
the cow! 

Unfortunately, I am not very experienced 
when it comes to milking cows. To protest, 
first Margherita s<luirted me in the eye with 
milk. Next, she STOMPED on my paw. 
And finally, she kicked me in the tail. 









Operation 



Mousetastic Pizza 


OUCH! I didn’t realize farm life could 
be so hard! 

eone • • • 

Next Aunt Mousie pushed me into the 
chicken coop and ordered me to fetch some 

eggs. 

“You must be gentle with my chickadees, 
understand?” she explained. “Otherwise 

they will get vcfy aflgryi” 

1 was gentle as, well, a MOUSE (I even said 
please!). But the hens still pecked my entire 
body with their 5ll9rp little beaks! MOLDY 
M0ZZ4I^ELL4? Those chickens had 
terrible tempers! 

Then Aunt Mousie pulled me into the 
pantry. She measured out a pound of floUP 
and passed me a packet of Tl^tur^l (je^St 
“Here you go!” she squeaked proudly. “It’s 
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Operation 



Mousetastic Pizza 


all natural. You’ll taste the GOODUC//!” 

As we fiiiBd the wicker basket. Aunt 
Mousie checked off the ingredients on my 
list. 

“Got it, got it, got it!” she mumbled. 
Suddenly, she QQSP^D. 

“Oh, no!” she squeaked. “We’re missing 
the most lUiportSflt thing for your pizza — 

the mozzarallo!” 

She grabbed a bucket and began to beat 
on it with a ladle, making a tpemendous racket. 

Oinc! Dine! Oinc! 

t)inc! t)inc! 

"MOXXARELLJI 

EMERGENCY!" 

she squeaked at the top of her lungs. 

Two rodents in white shirts came running. 
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Operation 



Mousetastic Pizza 


Then they led me to the farm’s DAIRY 
BUILDINC, which is where they made 
the most delicious cheese. 

VimifiS) • • • GliieeseF 

Like all mice, 1 like cheese. I like faresli 
cheese, cheese, extremely aged 
cheese, stinky cheese, and incredibly 
stinky cheese. In other words, I like it 8ll! 
I just cheese! But my cheese 

of all is mozzarella. And there, right in front 
of my eyes, the two rodents made me the 
most enormouse piece of fresh, delicious 
mozzarella! 

YUM.' I felt like the luckiest mouse in 
the 
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Go Win for Me! 


A short while later, I had eveRytHiN^ i 
needed. It ended up being so much that the 
wicker basket wasn’t big enough. I had to 
DBISB everything into a wheelbarrow! 

I thanked Aunt Mousie with all my 

Ecarfe. 

“Thank you so much!” I told her. “How 
can I ever repay you?” 

“Don’t about it,” she squeaked, 

kissing me on the cheek. “Just win the 




Go wiN^ 


FOR Me! 



contest! And when you do, be sure to tell 
everyone that you got your ingredients from 

Aunt Mouste’s Fapni!” 

“Thank you!” I replied. “But I’m not sure 
I’ll win. The other chefs are very good ...” 
“Don’t worry, you will win!” she 
in my ear. “The secret to 
good cooking is in the quality of the 
ingredients! And I grow nothing but the 
lz>est on my farm! Co lUin foP ITlo!” 

Go'winfo'-"'®' 















Then she gave me a big ^\XS\v, and the 
wheelbarrow and I began rolling down a 

very 5foop hni. 

“Heeeeeelp!” i squeaked. 

Somehow, 1 managed to hang on to 
the wheelbarrow. I made it back to 
the castle just in the nick of time. 
The final round of the 8 “Pcr 
H eeeeeelpt CoNtCSt was 

about to begin! Just 
as I approached 
the castle, the 
wheelbarrow 
MIT a rock 
and flew 

skyward, 

making a 









Go Win ^ 


FOR Me! 




perfect arc through the air. I was gripping 
the wheelbarrow so TIGHTLY that I went 
along with it! 

The wheelbarrow and 
I passed through an 
open window and 
landed right in the 
castle’s kitchen, 

Ptght in the 
place assigned 
to me, ri^ht 
at the moment 
the head judge 
announced the 
beginning of 
the contest! 

1 had made 













Go Win ^ 


FOR Me! 


it by a I started cooking right 

away, putting all of my energy into my dishes. 
I wanted to WIN, but not for myself. I 
wanted to win for Aunt Sweetfur, who had 
made Trap’s delicious dishes. And for Aunt 
Mousie, who had been so OENEROUei 

So I prepared the most incredible 
Mousetast/c Zucchini Pizza I could, 
followed by the most Fabumouse Fv-ui-t £aladl 
v/itb Cvearw I had ever whipped up! 

I knew I had done my very bOSt, but when 
it was my turn to stand before the judges, 
my heart was in my throat. My whiskers 
trembled anxiously, and my knees were 
knocking from the tension. 

One at a time the judges tasted my dishes. 

One at a time they closed their eyes. 

One at a time they licked their lips. 

But no one said a word. 
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Go Win ^ 


FOR Me! 


Then they began among 

themselves. 

The tension was almost too much to bear! 

Finally, the judges all fCnbblGd on slips of 
paper that they handed to the host of the 
competition. 

“Hmmm,” he mumbled solemnly. “The 
winner of this year’s contest is Contestant 
Chef Number Qne-seventeen, Trap Stilton. 
I mean, it’s his assistant and replacement 
chef — Jeronimo 

After a slight pa.ija.se, he continued. 
“Contestant Chef One-seventeen’s menu 


Hov/ 

stressful • 


Hmmm• • 


Hmmm • 












Go Win ^ 


FOR Me! 


was the SlHlplBSt, but also the tastiest and the 
HCALTHIE/T. The judges could tell it was 
prepared with genuine, fresh ingredients. 

con^Tpa-tula-tions! ” 

I was so shocked and relieved that I 
fainted! 

I came to a moment later when Rodento 
McEgo poured a ladle of kf roM water 
over my head. 

“Wake up!” he squeaked at me. “You won, 
and now we have to give you the priZ0!” 






Go Win " 


FOR Me! 


Huh? 



A moment later, I received Wake up. 
the famouse GPCat GoldCD 
FOPfc. Luckily for me, my 
chefs hat disguised 
the EHORMOU/E 
bump on my head! 

As soon as 
I accepted the 
prize, my cousin 
Trap arrived, using 
a crutch to ho[)ble over to me, his leg in a 
plaster ca^. 

He tweaked my ear affectionately. 

“Nicely done, Geronimo,” he said. “You 
were very good, but I’m afraid I am the 
HEAD CHEF, so . . . I’ll keep the GPGQt 
Golden Fopk!” 

Then he snatched the prize right out of my 
paw! I sighsd and let him take it. I had 
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Go Win ^ 


FOR Me! 


only competed to make 
him happy. I wasn’t 
interested in the 
prize anyway. But 
I was interested 
in repaying my 
DeBt to Aunt 
Mousie, and also 
in giving Aunt 
Sweetfur credit. They were the reason is 
Trap and I had won, and I had to be sure 
everyone knew it. 

So when the television crew from 
MOUSBCHEF began filming a moment 
later, I was ready. 

“Dear rodent friends, I want to reveal a 
secret,” I said, looking straight at the camera. 
"EVERYTHING Trap cooked was made by 
Aunt Sweetfur. She is the REAL head 
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chef of our team. And the reason I won the 

S**PeR Cue^ CoHteSt was because of Aunt 

Mousie of AUNT MOU/IE7 FARM! 

She taught me that in order to cook well, 
you need healthy, fresh ingredients that 
are simple and genuine, just like those she 
produces at her FARM!” 

After that MOUSBCHEF broadcast, 
healthy cooking exploded all over Mouse 
Island. And back in New 
Mouse City, every mouse 
who saw me on TV 
suddenly wanted to 
learn the l^eCipe 
for my Mousetastic 
Pizza and Fabumouse 
Fruit Salad! 

Who would have thought? 

Life is full of surprises! 
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Don'f miss any of my other 
fabumouse adventures! 





of 

llie EmeroM Eye 


of the 
Qeete PyramM 


#4 I'm Tee Fond el 
My For! 



#S Four Mice Deep In 
the Jungle 























































*3ITIi«Myst«rioui 
Cheese ThM 


Christmas Cetestrophe 


#26 The Mummy 
with No Name 


Toy Factory 


#3S A Very Merry 
Christmas 


#33 Gerooimo oid the 
Gold Medal Mystery 




















































Don't miss 
my journey 
through time! 


158 Tk Sner 


Chef Contest 


«59 Wekome to 
Moldy Manor 


»S2 Mouse in Space! 


the Jungle 





























Then Stilton and tb« 
Dragon's Code 


Che<k out these^ exdting 
Thea Sisters adventures! 


Theo SHIton ond tko 
Mystnry in Paris 





Theo Stilton ond the 
Cherry llossoni Advontore 




Theo Stilton ond the Mystery Tkeo Stilton ond the 
on tko Orient Express Donring Shadows 






Theo Stilton and the 
Prince's Emerald 















SpinldiOiMctllUssita 


Jovnny io tk« lion's Dm 


aocoiota Sobotago 






The A STILTON: 
Tuc I^d nEY 


4IPfiEA STILTON: 

The secret of 


THE A STILTON: 
THE SECRET OF 


THE Dragon 
PROPHECY: 

THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE Quest for 
PARADISE: 

THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 


The volcano 

OF FIRE: 

THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


The Kingdom 

OF FANTASY 




The Search 

FOR TREASURE: 

THE SIXTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


The Amazing 
VOYAGE: 
















TO Atlantis 










‘Ggronffw StftUm 


Stilton 


neei 

CeRONiMO STilTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 














CWtfEMiCt 






cimeMict 


CA\<tMiet 


Meet 


He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 
his life in the Stone Age is full 
of adventure! 


The Stone of Fire #2 Wotdi Your Toil #3 Hel|v I'm in Hot Lava! #4 The Fast and 

the Frozen 


#5 The Great Mouse Rate #6 Don't Wake the #7 I'm a Storedy-Mouse! 
Dinosaur! 

























I, ^ero^m/ma have a lot of mouse 

friends, but none as Spooky as my friend 
CrEEPELLA von CaCKLEFUN! She is an 
enchanting and MYST6RI00S mouse with a pet 
bat named Bftewfnq. I’m a real ’fraidy 

mouse, but even I think Creepella and her 
family are /aICTDIIOIICLVZ fascinating. I can’t wait 
for you to read all about CPEEPELLA in these 
fa-mouse-ly funn^ and spectacularly spooky tales! 






^CunPiiu'wCmiiar* 


#3 Ghost Pirate 
Treasure 


#1 The Thirteen #2 Meet Me in 

Ghosts Horrorwood 




Vampire 


Your Life! 




About the Author 

Born in New Mouse City, Mouse 
Island, Geronimo Stilton is 
Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic 
Literature and of Neo-Ratonic 
Comparative Philosophy. For the 
past twenty years, he has been 
running The Rodent's Gazette, New Mouse City’s 
mpst widely read daily newspaper. 

Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 
scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and 
The Search for Sunken Treasure. Healso 
received the Andersen 2000 Prize for Personality of 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 
. Award for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
works have been published all over the globe. 

In hi^ spare time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 
cheese rinds and plays golf. But what he most 
enjoys is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 











The Rodent's 


Gazette 




...U... .U- V 


- 

1. Main entrance 


2. Printing presses (where the books 

and newspaper are printed) 

3. Accounts department 

4. Editorial room (where the editors, 

illustrators, and designers work) 

5. Geronimo Stilton's office 

6. Helicooter landino oad 



































Map of New 

Mouse City 

1. 

Industrial Zone 

24. 

The Daily Rat 

2. 

Cheese Factories 

25. 

The Rodent’s Gazette 

3. 

Angorat International 

26. 

Trap's House 


Airport 

27. 

Fashion District 

4. 

WRAT Radio and 

28. 

The Mouse House 


Television Station 


Restaurant 

5. 

Cheese Market 

29. 

Environmental 

6. 

Fish Market 


Protection Center 

7. 

Town Hall 

30. 

Harbor Office 

8. 

Snotnose Castle 

31. 

Mousidon Square 

9. 

The Seven Hills of 


Garden 


Mouse Island 

32. 

Golf Course 

10. 

Mouse Central Station 

33. 

Swimming Pool 

11. 

Trade Center 

34. 

Tennis Courts 

12. 

Movie Theater 

35. 

Curlyfur Island 

13. 

Gym 


Amousement Park 

14. 

Catnegie Hall 

36. 

Geronimo's House 

15. 

Singing Stone Plaza 

37. 

Historic District 

16. 

The Gouda Theater 

38. 

Public Library 

17. 

Grand Hotel 

39. 

Shipyard 

18. 

Mouse General Hospital 

40. 

Thea's House 

19. 

Botanical Gardens 

41. 

New Mouse Harbor 

20. 

Cheap Junk for Less 

42. 

Luna Lighthouse 


(Trap's store) 

43. 

The Statue of Liberty 

21. 

Aunt Sweetfur and 

44. 

Hercule Poirat's Office 


Benjamin's House 

45. 

Petunia Pretty Paws's 

22. 

Mouseum of 


House 


Modern Art 

46. 

Grandfather William's 

23. 

University and Library 


House 





This way to the Sea of Mice 


Furflung Island 




Islands 


^Ofai Ree'^ 


This way 
to the Mousific 
Ocean 




This way to the Rodent Straits 
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Map of Mouse Island 


1. 

Big Ice Lake 

21. 

Lake Lakelake 

2. 

Frozen Fur Peak 

22. 

Lake Lakelakelake 

3. 

Slipperyslopes Glacier 

23. 

Cheddar Crag 

4. 

Coldcreeps Peak 

24. 

Cannycat Castle 

5. 

Ratzikistan 

25. 

Valley of the Giant 

6. 

Transratania 


Sequoia 

7. 

Mount Vamp 

26. 

Cheddar Springs 

8. 

Roastedrat Volcano 

27. 

Sulfurous Swamp 

9. 

Brimstone Lake 

28. 

Old Reliable Geyser 

10. 

Poopedcat Pass 

29. 

Vole Vale 

11. 

Stinko Peak 

30. 

Ravingrat Ravine 

12. 

Dark Forest 

31. 

Gnat Marshes 

13. 

Vain Vampires Valley 

32. 

Munster Highlands 

14. 

Goose Bumps Gorge 

33. 

Mousehara Desert 

15. 

The Shadow Line Pass 

34. 

Oasis of the 

16. 

Penny Pincher Castle 


Sweaty Camel 

17. 

Nature Reserve Park 

35. 

Cabbagehead Hill 

18. 

Las Ratayas Marinas 

36. 

Rattytrap Jungle 

19. 

Fossil Forest 

37. 

Rio Mosquito 

20. 

Lake Lake 







Dear mouse friends, 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till th^next book. 

It’ll be another whisker-licking-good 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 
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Geronimo Stilton 










Who is Ooronimo Siilton? 

That's me! I run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adven¬ 
ture stories. Here in New Mouse 
City, the capital of Mouse Island, my 
books are all bestsellers! My stories 
are funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They 
are whisker-licking-good tales, and 
that's a promise! 

THE ^UPER 
CHEF cbNTf» 

My cousin Trap was entering the 
Super Chef Contest, which determines 
the best cook on Mouse Island — and 
he was bringing me along as an 
assistant! Slimy Swiss cheese, I don't 
know the first thing about cooking 
fancy dishes . . . and I didn't think 
Trap did, either. I was in for an 
appetizing adventure! 


••SCHOLASTIC 



APPEALS TO 
2N0.4TH graders 

i 

READING LEVEL 

GRADE 4 


More leveling information for this book: 


www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton 

www.geronimostilton.com 
















